My fever waxes ever, yours grows dimmer,
and little, cold spectator, do you care
if winter in your heart matches my summer,
and love at leisure passion in despair*
And my infected veins so darkly simmer
with your sweet plague, that I can scarcely bear
reason that yielded to the tap of the drummer,
fearing your eyes, before love's troops were there.
But I blame love, sole author of my damage,
who saw me naked, and, disloyal bowman,
pierced my poor heart with sorrow upon sorrow,
engraving with his wounds your fatal image,
while leaving you armed against either foeman,
merely to see the undischarged arrow.